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T be Muſe of Northumberland: 


( Tune—God _ the King.) 


ARK . what melodious ſounds; 
Each hill and dale reſounds 
With the glad voice; 
How pleFing to the car, 
Strangers to ſervile fear, 
Northumbrian ſons declare, 
- Theron their choice. 
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1233 tle 7 a man on earth, 
Of more intrinſic worth, 
Or better heart ? 
The faithful muſe re lies, 
No man beneath the ſkies, 
Better deſerves the prize, 
He's above art. 


If humaa virtues can 

But dignify the man, 

And make him great; 

in There's gen'rous mind, 

We all thoſe virtues find, 

There they are happ'ly join'd, 
And fixt as fate, 


T7 3 
When Tyne's 1 uncommon n ſtream. 
Did with deſtruction team, 
And ſwept away 
With its relentleſs roar, 
From the poor peaſant's door, 
All his collected ſtore 

With boundleſs iway, 


u, with lenient heart, 
Did kindly aid impart, 
tief to aſſuage; | 
With lib'ral hand he ave, 
From wretchedneſs to fave, 
Thoſe whom the cruel wave 

Cruſh'd in its rage, 


Come then, ye ſons of F ame, 
Your noble birth-right claim z © 
Slav'ry, avaunt | 
Bywell abs Jay ſee, 
oining for Liberty: 0 1 
That Barros may be free 
Is all they want. 


